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IT  IS  mfoncfivabU  thai  our  grovt  shomU  mot  ahmyt  havt  bten 
tht  mreting  piece  extraordinary  of  the  mm  who  occupied 
the  country  roundabout.  Our  hce-hung,  ^urple-coated  trees 
ucre  to  the  Urst  wun  who  knew  them  as  awesomely  venerable  as 
they  are  to  us.  Always  they  must  have  played  the  ^triarchs  to 
every  moving  creature.  The  yester  men  knew  thetr  appeal  A 
cycle  can  have  brought  no  change  in  that  appeal,  but  only  in  men's 
progress  toward  interpretation,  I  belieie  that  earnestness  and 
even  periodicity  marked  the  coming  to  this  grove  of  yesterdays 
pretenders  to  its  mastery;  that  then,  as  now,  men  courted  wit- 
ness  everlasting  to  the  best  deed  that  they  kttew. 

And  who  can  doubt  which  deed  it  was  th^  \ester  people  called 
their  bestf  All  early  records  of  man's  v  worship  show 

him  struggling  to  appease  the  Terrible.  -  st  brought  wten 

into  this  temple  grove  except  some  sober  leremony  to  ease  the 
common  curse  —  some  rite  by  which  they  sought  to  relegate  Old 
Fearf 

Our  trees  hove  gated  on  immemorial  exorcisms  meant  to  set 
men's  spirits  free.  For  us  today  they  stay  the  snutfing  blasts; 
they  let  us  strike  the  Hints  of  brotherhood  to  start  our  splendid 
Hicker  in  the  mist  of  dread.  But  those  men  of  yesterday  —  they 
also  had  their  hopeful  flinls.  What  was  their  magic  like?  How 
did  they  cosen  or  make  war  on  Fearf 

li'hat  might  the  trees  remember  if  devoutly  importuned f  By 
light  of  moon,  on  xvind-srvept  mom  and  in  the  solitude  of  rain 
I  teased  them  for  the  tale.  At  length  the  red  mothers  could  no 
more  deny  a  child  the  thing  he  begged.  When  I  had  turned  the 
vision  into  stumbling  words,  PerUt  I  called  —  Perlit,  who  hear- 
ing with  the  blessed  ear,  sings  in  the  sweeter  key  —  and  he 
sat  with  me  and  all  the  things  we  witnessed  wrote  he  down  in 
language  of  the  soul.  Our  joy  lies  in  the  sharing  of  the  tale.  And 
if  the  patient  one  that  harks  to  us-^to  FerUfs  telling  and  to 


[ixl 


FOREWORD 

^' reaps  but  a  tinkling  of  the  ear,  and  fails  to  see  with  in- 
ward eye  some  twitching  of  the  mortal  veil,  then  are  we  faulty 
messengers,  for  we  ourselves  stood  at  the  veil  and  as  we  stood 
we  thought  the  pall  was  snatched  away. 

Our  vision  touched  a  night  that  reeked  with  perfume  as  of 
ruddy  grapes.  It  was  the  season  when  in  these  woods  the  year 
seems  verily  to  stand  still.  Spring's  reckless  promise  had  been 
met  and  overpaid  in  leafy  green;  it  seemed  as  if  the  crisping 
hand  of  Autumn  might  never  come  at  all.  In  that  same  glade  of 
dreams  we  call  the  stage  I  saiv  the  yester  men  —  good,  swart 
progenitors  they  were  —  foregather  in  a  throng.  The  place  I 
barely  recognised  for  no  sweet  hillside  7'ista  rose  above.  A  peak 
of  grayish  rock  walled  all  that  range  through  which  our  hearts 
today  look  up  to  Heaven.  A  rock  it  was  —  but  more.  Some  force 
had  hewed  the  rock  into  a  semblance  every  shuddering  mortal 
knew  to  be  the  demon  God  of  Fear.  And  on  the  perfect  night 
(I  know  not  in  what  century  it  was  for  these  trees  have  no  sense 
of  time)  men  gathered  to  affirm  their  endless  subjugation  to  the 
god. 

A  monstrous  tinge  of  hope  was  theirs.  Some  faith  fixed  by 
their  dim  forefathers  told  these  men  that  if  they  yearly  sacrificed 
their  fairest  youth  to  Fear,  the  people  should  be  spared  some  meas- 
ure of  the  daily  toll  they  paid  the  god.  And  in  the  rites  that  my 
eyes  looked  upon  the  king's  ozvn  son,  by  strange  concatenation  of 
events,  was  draitm  to  die  —  the  Prince  who  loved  to  live! 

A  struggle  followed  such  as  none  might  ever  know  save  one 
called  on  to  die  the  death  of  fear.  The  Prince's  father  failed 
him,  and  his  friends  —  the  only  priestly  counsel  zvas  submission! 
The  brave  youth  sought  a  promise  from  the  god  himself  that  his 
death  be  the  last  —  that  royal  blood  should  pay  the  final  measure 
of  demand.  And  then,  the  stony  image  belching  no  reply,  the 
Prince  rebelled  and  lifted  up  his  eyes,  and  marveling  at  the  assur- 
ance of  the  redwood  tops,  he  prayed  the  grim  old  sentinels  to  be- 
come his  aids. 

Since  man  began  the  trees  had  stood  confessors  to  his  woe;  a 
youth's  beseeching  eyes  drew  all  the  consolation  that  they  knew. 

They  calmed  him  for  a  little  space  and  opened  his  mortal 
senses  to  woodland  music  and  to  fairy  creatures  whose  feet  be- 
haved on  insubstantial  air  as  though  they  tripped  the  ground. 
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Of   course    iftf    ^<  uaged   could    not    annul    thr 

Prince's  plight.    The  »  d  again.    The  friendly  Ireet. 

their  feet  fast  m  th<   '  :.  <^jrlh.  no  ilep  might  lake.  And 

yet  th,y  serxed  ..        J  youth  abomi  lo  dif  in  iOcriiUt 

Si-rw  t'it's  no  mof,  i  been  trees  were  now  red  Mngers, 

n,:tnili-ii  im  ih,  .r  }■:,■  :  u'  >  ney,  upfointtng  h%m  a  Strange  and 
certain   u  '    ' 

/«  a  V  Fear:  but  the  rejoicing  Prince 

fell  not  '  o     It  must  hate  been  that  Fear 

was  not  eternal,  that  men  themsehes  had  hewn  iU  horrid  form! 

One  would  hate  thought  the  demon  god  was  vanished  from 
the  world.  And  yet  —  and  yet.  the  rumor  runs,  his  vitible  portion 
lost  in  dust.  Old  Fettr  has  latterly  contrived  some  gross  perpetU' 
at\>>n  .>/  hm.  H  the  human  breast. 

H  lull  ,  :  c*   Or  must  we  stop  at  those  sweet  rites 

that  set  'ring  in  the  mist  of  dread  f 

The  i  •  But  the  Prince,  alas,  has  gone.   Long 

sin--  '■■  '' '-       -     ''■- '  that  befell 

'u'h  e  whence 

1/  J,    ..    s      > /.  ...- *  changed. 

Hut   v/.iy  —  the  trees f  tmpenshables  rewtaint    The 

very  trees  that  heard  the  l'  /  and  gave  such  answer  back 

shall  watch  our  play  that  tells  the  story  of  the  Prince.  Unchanged 
they  look  doxim  on  the  waning,  wondering  world.  Good  brother, 
can  it  be.  that  now  as  then,  they  ii'att  on  tiptoe  to  uppoint  a 
wanderer  to  his  forfeit  less  estate  —  that  they  stand  tireless  through 
all  time,  until  the  last  sad  princeling  lifts  his  eyes  and  voice  to 
claim  the  Eternal  Secret  as  his  ownf 

RUFUS  STEELE. 

Son  Francisco,  July  28,  tgij. 
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A  YOUNG  PRINCE  and  kU  kmmhng  comfamiont  fothw  « 
slag  tkrouih  a  forttt  on  Mid-Summer  Day,  Tkry  pim$0 
bfforg  a  cotosjal  itotu  igure  of  Ug,  tkg  God  of  Pfor, 
which  has  long  blocktd  the  white  poth  leading  Heavenward  np 
the  hill  The  people,  it  develops,  come  here  this  very  night  for 
the  Annual  human  sacrifice  to  Ug.  The  Prince  laughs  his  scorn 
i'f  li'.i-  (iod  of  Pear  amd  almost  at  the  same  moment  the  ominons 
JUM3./  shculow  of  the  colossus  falls  on  the  younf  man. 

Evening  comes  as  the  princely  Party  pass  on  m  pursuit  of  the 
stag.  Furred  and  feathered  dentsens  of  the  wood  appear.  Trip, 
the  brown-faced  fairy  master  of  the  grove,  swings  to  the  tail  of 
a  huge  bear,  but  gives  up  his  teasing  to  take  his  music  lesson 
from  a  bird. 

When  the  moon  floods  the  place  servitors  arrive  to  prepare 
for  the  rites.  Their  mortal  eyes  are  blind  to  Trip,  but  they  see 
Ug  all  too  plainly.  Trip  amuses  himself  by  adding  to  their  ter- 
ror. Upon  their  departure  Trip  warns  colossal  Ug  that  he  may 
ft  >r  iil'.ixiys  dominate  mankind,  and  conjures  up  a  procession  of 
the  fallen  gods  of  fear  who  at  one  time  or  another  have  blighted 
nuin  s  joyous  world.  IVhen  men  wrestled  xxnth  their  fear,  Trip 
iii\Lirrs.  each  dreadful  one  vanished. 

.Is  Trip  runs  off  after  his  bear  a  party  of  priests  arrive  and  a 
nfo^hytc  learns  from  the  others  the  legend  of  the  ancient  pact 
u'hich  forces  them  to  sacriAce  a  youth  on  each  MidSunHme^ 
Night,  and  of  how  Ug  always  sends  a  blood-red  dawn  la  shorn  thai 
he  is  appeased,  A  patriarch  priest  recites  a  mjftkicai  promise  of 
a  Hnal  sacrificial  night  when  the  victim  shall  lift  his  eyes  amd  eaU 
some  power  not  of  earth  to  aid  him  — some  power  thai  shati 
utterly  destroy  old  Ug  and  send  a  white  dawn  to  swattow  up  the 
red  in  token  of  a  nobler  day. 

Husbandmen,  Shepherds,  Huntsmen,  Warriors,  King,  High 
Priest,  Prince,  Jester,  Scribe,  Sobles,  Lords  —  the  world  in  fact— 
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OTivr  and  in  u  nu^nty  chorus  Voice  thctr  trcmiuing  tnoutc  to 
the  god. 

The  King  names  as  the  new  Defenders  of  great  Ug  a  list  of 
youths  who  have  done  valiantly.  At  the  Chief  IVarrior's  demand 
the  name  of  the  proud  young  Prince  is  added  to  the  list.  It  is 
hardly  intended  that  the  Prince  shall  stand  with  other  Defend- 
ers before  the  table  of  secret  stones  by  which  Ug  makes  his  choice 
of  a  fietim,  but  at  the  Jester's  taunt  the  Prince  leaps  from  the 
throne  steps  to  claim  his  place  —  and  presently  the  blackened 
stone  falls  to  his  royal  hand! 

The  King  protests,  and  so  does  the  Prince,  though  not  through 
fear  of  death.  The  High  Priest  allozvs  no  questioning  of  Ug's 
choice.  The  Prince  calls  his  father  to  lead  in  rebellion  against 
old  Ug.  The  High  Priest  forces  from  the  King's  untcilling  lips 
a  story  that  shows  the  terrible  consequences  of  rer>olt.  The 
wretched  Prince  consents  to  die.  Fanatics  perform  their  wild 
dance  of  ritual.  The  company  leaves  the  victim  to  his  prayers 
while  it  feasts  in  a  glade  nearby.  The  departing  High  Priest 
offers  the  Prince  sophist  consolation:  the  Jester  offers  liquor,  with 
a  song  that  tells  him  why  men  drink. 

The  deserted  Prince  begs  Ug  to  promise  that  no  other  victims 
shall  come  after  him,  and  when  no  anszver  comes,  the  Prince 
turns  away  and  gropes  helplessly  among  the  trees.  His  hands 
encounter  a  mighty  trunk.  He  sees  for  the  first  time  how  calmly 
the  tree  stands  amidst  the  horrors  of  this  place.  In  ecstasy  he 
calls  to  the  unseen  spirit  of  the  trees  to  bring  him  balm.  Tliat 
very  call  unseals  the  Prince's  eyes  to  Trip,  who  drops  down  from 
the  air.  The  fairy  tells  the  story  of  the  friendly  trees.  He  calls 
Ug  a  mere  rock  that  men  with  their  evil  imaginings  and  lack  of 
faith  have  carved  into  a  terror-god.  The  Prince  protests  the  aw- 
ful reality  of  Ug,  when  Trip  mounts  to  the  shoulder  of  the  co- 
lossus and  lifts  a  nestling  dove  from  the  terrifying  beak. 

The  Prince's  ears  are  opened  so  that  he  hears  the  fairies  as 
they  pipe  and  call.  Good  Trip  repeals  the  talisttumic  key  growing 
at  their  feet  which  enables  the  Prince  to  see  the  dainty  wood  folk 
as  they  play  and  spurn  the  ground.  The  transported  Prince  desires 
to  fetch  the  King  and  Priests  and  all  the  company  to  share  his 
sparkling  vision,  but  Trip  reminds  him  sadly  that  blindness  binds 
all  of  them,  since  none  lias  ever  lifted  up  his  eyes  and  called. 
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Shouts  teli  thai  thr  company  is  retuming  to  tacrine  tht  vie* 
itm.  Thr  Prince  ^-'-'•  '•-'  Thp  to  rrmaim.  hut  the  fairy  declares 
this  useless.    He  i  by  the  Prince's  plight  and  before  h4 

whisks  away  he  >  wisest  counsel  he  km^ws  —  he  bids  th4 

needy  youth  anoi^  once  more  with  faith  and  look  whtrt 

the  rediL'ood  fing*  m 

7  he  PnttiC  tt  tand  somrthing  of 

xihiit  hiis  been  ft.  !y    In  discourage" 

ment  he  disrobes  for  ;  c.   Red  J  '     showing 

IN  the  hideous  face  of  naked  you  ,:h  by  thi 

Priests  to  be  tos^  a's  arms,  from  nhuh  he  must  drop 

into  the  flam4S.  Trip's  pipe  is  heard  close  by.    Th* 

Prince  is  aroused    ite  uruggles  out  of  the  P'  •  isp,  leapt 

to  a  rock  and  lifts  up  his  soul  to  the  God  ttv  '  the  red* 

wood  hands,  declaring  the  ancient  promise  ui  acm  crance  now 
fulHUcd  in  him. 

The  forest  tre*-^^-"  -"tU  thf  thunder  of  Ug's  doom.  Light" 
ning  rends  the  t  Ug  sinks  down  in  bits  of  dust. 

The  whited  path  '  :V/j  so  long  he  held  fast,  is  setn 

to  lead  on  to  the  joyous  s:.  the  mount.    Celestial  beings 

in  majesty  descend  to  comv  i  men.   As  the  throng  moves 

uf:  the  very  spot  where  onet  was  Ug  the  world  chorus 

of  '  rows  until  it  fills  all  space. 

J  he  red  dawn  that  once  spoke  Ug's  sway  is  swallowed  in  a 
crystal  mom,  the  breaking  of  a  day  of  which  the  hearts  of  men 
had  hardly  dared  to  dream. 
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HE  SCENE  is  an  <»V  '*  •  '  ai  the  fool  of  a  Hr"^  t-"  - 
a  forest  of  redwcoc:  he  trunks  of  th*  /• 

USS  to  a   consider.:  ATi-    Uh^    tnt.'kty  fi . 

porting  tht  mass  of  '  unusual 

fines,  mosses  and  tloxi  if  lun  r'." 

through  lofty  tree  tops,  mask  th.  ntgged  t 

a  variegated  carpeting.   The  time  lernoon  > 

Day.  A  white  road,  entering  from  one  side  and  tufmng  up  the 
hill,  it  completely  blocked  by  a  crudely  carved,  colossal  statue  of 
Ug,  the  God  of  Fear,  The  grey  stone  figure,  although  in  a  sitting 
posture,  is  about  seven  times  the  height  of  a  man.  S'ot  only 
does  it  bar  the  ascending  path  or  road,  but  it  casts  upon  the 
hillside  above  it  a  shadow  suggestive  of  dangers  unseen.  The 
long,  cruel  beak  of  Ug  is  open  and  menacing.  The  forelimbs 
extend  outward  and  downward;  the  human  sacrifice  cast  upon 
the  upturned  palms  must  roll  off  and  drop  into  the  pit  benrith 
where  the  fire  burns  at  sacrificial  times.  The  colossus  d  • 
nates  the  scene  with  the  gloom  of  ir^ji-dy,  even  though  the  a  ' 
of  limbs  and  leaves  upon  an  in  •  and  a  crude  throne  sft 

against  a  great  tree  indicate  th  .:  :s  been  no  recent  human 

occupancy  of  the  place 

(A  stag  bounds  across  the  sta^e  and  makes  off  throuj^h 
the  thicket,  A  huntsman's  horn  is  heard,  then  shout- 
ing. The  Prince  enters,  running,  in  pursuit  of  the  stag. 
He  gases  eagerly  in  the  directum  taken  by  the  ani- 
maL  The  First  Companion,  Second  Companion  and 
two  other  Companions  arrive  just  as  tht  Frimce,  ap- 
pearing to  catch  sight  of  the  stag,  lets  an  arrow  fly  from 
his  bow.  The  First  Companion  slips  and  falls.  He 
does  not  rise,  and  Cuts  his  hand  to  his  knee  as  if  tn 
Pwm,) 
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Tbb  Pkincb:  [striking  his  bow  disgustedly] 

Child's  work  I  The  eager  shaft  o'ersped  the  mark. 
The  stag  enhcartencd  scents  the  peaks.  Come  all ! 
Such  noble  quarry  calls  for  noble  chase. 

(The  Prince  beckons  to  his  Companions  impatiently  and 
starts  off.  All  but  the  First  Companion  prepare  to  fol- 
low him,) 

The  First  Companion  : 

Pray  hold!    My  kn-p  Ti'hi<o<s  to  go  on. 

The  Prince: 

Then  wait  us  here.    Our  hacks  shall  be  your  steeds 
When  yonder  antlercd  stag  rides  on  them  too. 

The  First  Companion: 

Forsake  me  not!    Though  dying  would  I  run 
Ere  I  alone  in  such  a  place  remain. 

The  Prince: 

Your  hurt  is  soon  forgot.    What  ails  this  place? 
(The  Companions  exchange  glances.) 

The  Second  Companion: 

Good  Prince,  do  you  not  see  our  friend  lies  prone 

Beneath  the  very  beak  of  awful  Ug, 

Who  here  blockades  the  path  that  leads  to  Heaven? 

The  Prince:   [gazing  at  the  colossus] 

Naught  but  the  stag  I  saw.    Why  heed  old  Ug? 
This  ancient  God  of  Fear  no  terror  holds 
Save  for  some  guileless  shepherd  or  a  child. 

The  Second  Companion  : 

Have  you  forgot  this  is  Mid-Summer  Day? 
That  on  this  very  night  we  send  through  flames 
A  youth  to  join  his  soul  with  awful  Ug? 

Thi  Prince: 

The  yearly  sacrifice  had  slipped  my  mind. 

[2] 
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i  lie  i  ii(>i  G 'MIA  MOW  : 

The  PniKc   t.  fijrt*  h«att4«  hi«  fy^  ire  t^rcd. 
Wc  have  o\>  '"  ":<ht 

The  King,  t  all 

Arc  at  ihc  ;  m'l^  luni  »tay  lo  iceu 

Hit  eyet  up<  ;iun  otfering 

That  nurkt  tii<:  wmttig  of  the  blood-red  dawn. 

Tui  PuNCi: 

Well  said.   Though  full  I  know  the  rttei  that  fetch 

The  King,  the  Priests  and  people  here  this  night. 

The  final  scene  I  ne'er  have  looked  upon; 

Nor  have  I  feared  this  God  of  Fear.   Too  sweet 

The  mad  pursuit  of  butterflies  and  ttags; 

Too  dear  the  all  engrossing  cup  of  lite 

To  waste  a  thought  on  creatures  tuch  as  this. 

When  I  am  King  I  swear  old  Ug  must  fall! 

Tbe  Second  Companiom:  [with  alarm] 

Oh  hear  him  not,  great  Ug:  the  Prince  but  jests. 
No  man  that  breatnes  but  knows  the  sting  of  fear. 

The  PaiNCE: 

Fear  not  for  me  — but  stay!    Perchance  this  night 

Myielf  shall  learn  to  know  the  dread  of  Ug. 

My  birthday  anniversary  it  is; 

The  boy  no  more  am  I ;  behold  the  man ! 

And  by  the  King's  decree  the  sacrifice 

No  more  shall  be  withholden  from  my  eyes. 

(Tk*  Prince  turning  toward  the  colossus,  snaps  hi 
in  derision  and  laughs.) 

Tonight  I  stay  to  laugh  my  scorn  of  thee ! 

The  FitsT  Companion  : 

The  Prince  must  learn  as  learns  the  humblest  man 
How  limitless  the  power  of  mighty  Ug. 

(Forgetting  his  knee  he  scrambles  to  his  feet,) 
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E'en  at  this  moment  as  the  day  declines 
Am  I  reminded  that  we  must  beware. 
Who  here  that  does  not  know  the  legend  well, 
Who  does  not  know  that  man  or  beast  or  bird 
Upon  whom  Ug's  strange  sunset  shadow  falls 
Some  hideous  service  for  Ug  must  perform? 

The  Pbince: 

Have  done,  have  done!    Save  nightmares  for  the  night. 
Quick  mend  your  knee.    Meanwhile  let  me  divert 
Our  thoughts  to  things  that  better  fit  our  youth. 
A  game  I  know,  a  game  of  skill  and  speed. 
Let  yonder  tree  be  goal :  let  one  stand  here : 
Another  fend  the  crossing  to  the  tree : 
Myself  shall  judge  and  leader  be.   This  rock 
Shall  serve  my  twice  exalted  station  well. 

(Climbing  upon  the  rock.) 

Prepare  to  run  as  I  direct.   Prepare  — 

(As  the  Prince  stands  upon  the  rock  a  deep  shadow  en- 
velopes him.) 

All  The  Companions  : 
Oh-h-h ! 

The  First  Companion: 

Ug's  sunset  shadow  has  enwrapped  the  Prince ! 

The  Prince:  [leaping  down  and  picking  up  his  bow] 
Enough,  enough  of  childish  omens,  friends. 
Tonight  we  must  attend  this  cheerless  place. 
Let's  now  away  to  fresh  our  minds  and  hearts. 
The  challenge  of  the  stag  calls  to  our  skill : 
Ere  daylight  dies  our  bows  must  bring  him  down. 
Forget  old  Ug!   Let  ardor  wing  our  feet. 

(The  Prince  runs  into  the  forest  followed  rapidly  by  all  the 
others.) 
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INTERMEZZO 

Night  follows  IA#  tfay.    TwiUght  €omtt»  tkt%  darkness,  tlun 

'    '       The  hratuiiion  it  mad*  a  mmii^al  thtrn*.    Th4  iMlifV 

the  wood  oppeof.  The  muiu  tells  the  ttoty  of  Ik4  Mf^ 

'the  forest 

darkness  and  moonlight  mystical  hghtt  mU  skad* 

.     mighty  Ug.   During  t^^  A^rhnfts  the  ^re-MUs  dmui 

i-ad    In  full  moonlight  it  seen  tn  weird  amd 

t.   Bfhtnd  and  above  th.  .  >  u  the  dense  skadom 

con  the  blockaded  path  to  Heaven. 

.       /i  play  on  the  redwood  trets.   A  eovty  of  ^aaU  wkin 

up  from  the  leaves.    Rabbits  hop  about.   A  coyote  shnks  alomg. 

I  he  hoot  of  am  owl  and  the  scream  of  a  panther  are  heard,  A 

/iMC*'  t^for  appears.   Trip,  a  brown-faced  fairy,  swings  to  the  beards 

tail  md  teases  the  beast  at  every  step.   A  bird  appears  upon  th4 

Ixmb  .  ,''  J  trff  and  begms  to  sing.   Trip  is  caught  by  the  singing. 

Hf  j//  :.  (  .M<  bear  tommiher  o§  while  he  raises  to  his  lips  a  small 

ptpc  dangitng  from  his  neck  and  takes  his  musk  lesson  from  Iho 

bird.    When  the  lesson  is  ended  the  bird  flies  away. 

Tkip:  [laughing  and  skipping  about] 

Rocky  peak  and  lily  d«ll 
Know  my  skipping  foottteos  well. 
From  the  whitening  oolmnoine. 
From  the  trilliums  maUag  wine. 
From  the  vale  of  flowering  fern. 
From  the  hill  where  poppies  bam 
Lately  did  my  pathway  twine, 
Twisted  like  clematis  vine. 
Morning  cup  with  bees  I  shared 
When  by  foxglove  wells  I  fared. 
When  at  noon  the  shadows  fled 
Thimble-berries  gave  me  bread. 
All  the  long,  mad  afternoon 
Wanton  laurels  coaxr  '  le: 

Danced  and  swayed  t  yed  deer 

Through  woodwardias  i^^y\  m  fear. 
When  the  moon  drave  out  the  sun 
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Loath  was  T  to  end  the  fun. 

Sweet  Mid-Summer  Night  holds  sway  — 

Trip  bids  all  the  woods  be  gay! 

(The  First  Senator  enters  followed  by  the  Second  Senntor 
and  two  other  Servitors.) 

Mortals  come!  They  see  not  me  — 
Blind  to  fairy  folk  they  be ! 

(Trip  skips  here  and  there,  inspecting  the  Servitors  at  close 
range.  Their  actions  show  them  to  be  entirely  uncon- 
scious of  his  presence.) 

The  First  Servitor: 

Here  sits  great  Ug.   'i  he  place  wc  must  prepare 
Ere  come  the  Priests  and  King  and  all  the  train. 
Here  you,  remove  this  limb.   Go,  clear  the  throne. 
And  you,  brush  off  the  leaves  the  winds  have  piled 
Upon  the  alta.r  in  mock  sacrifice. 
Wipe  up  the  litter  fallen  in  a  year. 

(All  busy  themselves  dragging  off  limbs  and  brushing  irans 
from  the  throne  and  incense  altar.  Trip  follows  them 
about.  He  tickles  the  neck  of  one  with  a  blade  of  grass. 
The  fellow  shows  that  he  believes  it  was  Ug  that  an- 
noyed him.  Trip  follows  the  Second  Servitor  and  when 
the  mun  has  carefully  removed  a  bough  from  the  throne 
Trip  lays  it  back  again.   The  man  is  astonished.) 

The  Second  Servitor: 

I  move  the  boughs;  Ug  throws  them  back  again. 
Ug*s  strangling  fingers  seem  to  clutch  my  throat. 
Good  master,  grant  me  leave  to  flee  and  hide! 

(Trip  mocks  the  Second  Servitor's  show  of  fright.) 

The  First  Servitor  : 

No  hiding  place  there  be.   No  dim  lit  cave, 
No  hollowed  trunk,  no  secret  tangled  vale 
May  screen  you  from  Ug's  penetrating  eyes ; 
No  sweet  asylum  knows  the  weary  world. 
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'    ooKO  SttvtTOt: 
:>  give  me  tpear,  or  give  me  bow  of  jrcw  — 
ac  trutly  weapon  that  may  win  me  peace. 

i  M»  i  iKST  SnmroB: 

Ccatic.  frirnU.    What  foraM  steel  tmitei  off  the  load 
Of  fear  L'g  »Hnl?^  unon  ihc  backs  of  men? 
Have  done  wi  -To  your 

(Sertiiori,  u;-...,.  .ijpfrar) 

Tup:  Uadiy] 


'  aiwj  C'>ia 
nfold. 

•rce? 

i.  ..       ...., all; 

Never  lift  their  e><  1! 

(Turning  tawara  iMr  n'iosiuj,  he  shakes  his  Anget   i.  :.  / 

Foolish  men  see  Ug  alone: 

Trip  knows  Ug  is  but  a  stone. 

Hi'    How  long  will  men  come  here 

•         •  •  '    tr? 

ire? 

M  UMiiN    ^    .  ,    '  •■•   n  't   \<  •• »   Mirc  ! 

(live  ijic  lio.l  and  Trip  shall  tell 

How  the  other  false  ones  fell. 

Come,  yc  gods  who,  since  man's  birth. 

Leagued  to  blight  his  joyous  earth. 

Come,  yc  gods  whose  chain  and  stave 

Made  the  trembling  world  a  slave. 

Come,  ye  other  gods  of  fear; 

Come  and  join  your  brother  here! 

(Trip  toavti  his  arms  before  a  large  rock  and  out  of  the 
ston4  emerges  Set,  tsho  proceeds  xvith  rigid  head  and 
stately  movements  toward  the  colossus.  He  gives  no  sign 
of  hearing  as  Trip  continues  speaking.) 
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Set !    How  Eg>pt  licked  your  hand 
When  your  fevers  gave  command! 
Iron  were  your  bones  and  will ; 
Grist  were  mortals  in  your  mill. 
When  men  wrestled  with  their  fear, 
Lo,  they  saw  you  disappear ! 

(Set  disappears  into  the  ground  at  the  feet  of  Ug  and  Mo- 
loch emerges  from  the  rock  out  of  which  Set  came.) 

Moloch !    Bitter  barbed  your  thorns 
When  the  world  writhed  on  your  horns. 
Hungry  ocean  never  saw 
Victims  much  as  crammed  your  maw. 
When  men  wrestled  with  their  fear, 
Lo,  they  saw  you  disappear. 

(Moloch  disappears  into  the  ground  at  the  feet  of  Ug  and 
Medusa  emerges  from  the  rock.) 

Hail,  Medusa!    Serpent-crowned; 
How  you  made  Greece  bite  the  ground ! 
When  men's  eyes  gazed  in  your  own, 
Living  flesh  was  changed  to  stone. 
When  men  wrestled  with  their  fear, 
Lo,  they  saw  you  disappear. 

(Medusa  disappears  and  Huitsihpochtli  emerges.) 

See  Huitzilopochtli  now  — 
Aztec  lifeblood  on  your  brow ! 
Master  you  of  war  and  strife; 
Life  was  yours,  you  swallowed  life. 
When  men  wrestled  with  their  fear, 
Lo,  they  saw  you  disappear. 

(Huitzilopochtli  disappears  and  Tiamat  emerges.) 

Tiamat!  Your  horrid  spell 
Golden  Babylon  knew  well. 
Order,  peace  and  equal  law 
Know  no  more  your  dragon  jaw! 

(Tiamat  disappears  and  Baal  emerges.) 
[81 
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Bin!'    \\  hrrr  yoar  ancient  <UU? 
Silriit  tioM    rtKsnicu't  wail; 
No  more  does  the  »acrt5cc 
To  the  father  of  all  liet ! 

(Baal  disapptart  and  Kali.  Hydra.  Ate,  HecaU, 

and  Rudra  emurie  in  rapid  su<£e$i%on  from  the  rock.) 

Kali!    Bloody  queen  of  Ind. 
Vour  deitntction  ooiie  could  mend. 
1 1  >  cira !   How  voar  beads  ooald  frame 

1  -  rr..rs  ujk\l  all  ctcDlh  or  name? 

M? 

i  ic«..itt  '    i  i.'M   |>«iui-r«t«.> 

St!,kr«!  Its  uitchcrafts  : 

'    Your  CreUn  vaIc 
h  human  victims'  wail. 

Knira:    How  yon  tmoce  with  storms! 

How  you  all  laihed  with  alarms! 

Vg.  behold  their  broken  spell ! 

I'k.  take  herd  how  each  one  fell! 

When  men  wrestle  with  their  fear, 

Lo.  all  false  gods  disappear  1 

(As  Rudra  disappears  after  the  others,  the  be>r 
again.    Trip  pursues,  and  goes  out  of  sight  x:^ 
the  tail  of  the  baMed  '•'''»«'     Th^  Patriarch  /    .... 
Second  Priest,  the  7  /  Young  Priest 

enter.   The  first  three  >.  ssus  and  make 

the  sign  of  Ug  by  extending  thetr  arms  straight  oui  at 
the  sides  on  a  Uvel  with  their  shoulders,  then  bringing 
tht  left  hand  to  rest  oxer  the  heart,  then  clapping  the 
right  hand  upon  the  left,  and  Anally  letting  the  head 
drop  forward  upon  the  breast.  The  Young  Priest,  stand- 
ing behind  the  others,  xsntches  and  imitates  them.) 

The  Young  Priest: 

The  very  earth  proclaims  that  this  is  Uf. 
Among  whose  Priests  a  neophyte  am  I. 
I  know  him,  yet  ne*er  saw  I  him  before. 
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The  Second  Priest: 

Though  never  saw  you  this  colossal  form 

That  here  locks  fast  the  path  to  higher  joys, 

Ne'er  saw  you  day  since  from  the  womb  you  sprang, 

But  Ug  lurked  close  behind  your  elbow  joint. 

Unseen,  he  fretted  you  in  cradle  days. 

When  she  bore  you,  tore  you  from  her  breasts 

And  bade  you  walk,  Ug  set  the  path  with  thorns. 

The  youth  chafed  oft  at  yoke  upon  his  neck ; 

The  man  finds  fear  encysted  in  his  heart. 

The  Young  Priest: 

How  say  you  this  who  knew  me  not  in  youth? 

The  Secx)nd  Priest: 

Alas,  the  heavy  tale  of  one  fits  all. 

No  man  complains  that  Ug  has  passed  him  by. 

The  Young  Priest: 

Since  day  by  day  we  pay,  what  drives  us  now 
To  lay  the  richest  gift  of  all  —  a  youth  — 
Upon  the  altar  of  insatiate  Ug? 

The  Second  Priest: 

Know,  son,  that  in  the  mystic  dawn  of  things, 

Ere  magic  had  been  stirred  into  this  soil. 

And  Nature's  womb  still  held  these  ancient  trees. 

The  fathers  of  our  fathers'  fathers*  sires 

Knew  tongue,  now  lost,  in  which  they  spake  with  Ug 

And  with  a  compact  sued  some  meed  of  peace. 

Though  great  Ug  would  not  yield  the  whited  path, 

By  iron  oath  he  bound  himself  to  sink 

His  beak  but  lightly  into  mortal  hearts. 

Nor  ever  take  his  fill  of  human  woe. 

And  for  this  boon  our  fathers  pledged  themselves 

And  all  their  children's  children's  sons,  to  come 

Here  in  the  fullness  of  Mid-Summer  moon 

And  send  through  flames  to  join  his  soul  with  Ug 

A  youth,  by  Ug  marked  for  such  sacrifice. 

[lO] 
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A  thoosand  inooni  of  lofl  Ilid-Sammer  Night 
Have  lit  the  strict  perfomuincc  of  oar  bond ; 
A  thoaiand  timet  at  flood  the  victim  forth 
A  blood-red  dawn  hat  shown  (rr.>:.t  TTg  ippcated. 

The  Youwc  Piitsr: 

A:        -!,.':    !:.rrc  be  no  Ctwl   ..»    ».,r:i!,»c 

Ami  tl.iuuN  tiut  teem  lo  Uithc  the  \M>rld  in  blood? 

Tbi  Skond  PaiisT: 

No  end  thall  be  wl  'ietU  of  Ug 

Demand  enforceroi  »;elrft  law. 

Tbi  PATBiAica  Pbie> 

near  i;  TjcH  age. 

Now  memory  illumet  the  tale  tl 

\«..  i-^tu^r,  told  me,  which  long     Priest. 

r.  had  told  him,    A  myth  it  was. 

^h;^t)^(I  niavh.if)  nt    FanC)''s  whcc! 

wat  the  talc, 
gems  of  hoi»c, 
:i  now  it  leapt  upon  my  tongue. 
i:      1  :    i'hecy  tayt  naught  of  fixed  time. 
lolil  in  some  season  long  forgot,  it  leapt 
Through  eyelet  to  a  strange  Mid-Summer  Night 
When  Ug  calls  loudly  for  his  human  toll; 
Aiul  then,  so  runs  the  talc,  because  the  youth, 
Alxuit  to  pass  into  the  flames,  upliftt 
liis  CMS  .-ind  voice,  some  wondrout  vision  waits. 

And  when  the  seeing  youth  ^ '"*'  "•  ' 

Sonic  w.irri-  r,  not  of  earth.  s  home: 

Knuis  mijihty  Ug  to  namelc 
Nor  leaves  one  fragment  to 
And  down  tlic  freshly  opened  .  \en 

s  come  to  walk  with  men. 
the  strangest  ever  bom  of  nipht: 
I  ^j  s  Aiiciciu  beams  reach  out  their  c  ndt. 

When  lo,  there  breakt  a  dawn  all  cr> 
That  overcome!  the  latt  bite  beam  ot  bluoU 
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And  wraps  the  world  in  joy  ineffable. 

•  *  •  •  * 

A  dream!   A  dream!   But  such  a  treasure  dream! 

(Overcome  with  emotion,  the  Patriarch  sinks  down.) 

The  Second  Priest:  [manifesting  disbelief  and  impatience] 
Save  for  your  age  we  would  not  hear  your  tale  — 
A  dream  that  sees  our  calling  snatched  away. 

(Lights  are  seen  through  the  trees  approaching  from  the 
east.) 

The  Third  Priest: 

The  hour  is  near:  the  throngs  approach  this  place. 

(A  party  of  Husbandmen  enter,  singing.  They  carry  stalks 
of  corn,  fruits  and  huge  bunches  of  grapes  slung  from 
shoulder  poles.) 

THE  SONG  OF  THE  HUSBANDMEN 

From  fields  all  green  and  glowing 

We  sons  of  Nature  come. 
Where  living  streams  arc  flowing 

There  may  be  found  our  home. 
The  fertile  soil  doth  yield  us 

Reward  on  stalk  and  tree. 
When  Ug  from  blight  doth  shield  us 

Glad  husbandmen  are  we. 

(The  Husbandmen  dispose  themselves  upon  the  ground. 
Lights  are  seen  coming  down  the  hill.  A  party  of 
Huntsmen  enter,  singing.  They  carry  long  bows,  quivers 
of  arrows  and  the  carcasses  of  game.) 

THE  SONG  OF  THE  HUNTSMEN 

The  hills  are  our  dominion. 

The  beast  of  secret  lair, 
The  bird  of  swiftest  pinion 

Yield  to  the  bow  and  snare. 
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A  thousand  danfert  lurking 

Aloof  the  tangled  trail 
WiU  find  OS  never  tbirlctng: 

The  huntsmen  do  not  quaiL 

(Tkf  Hunttmm  dii^OMt  Iktwuehtt.  Lights  er/  sftn  e^- 
^co  m  thf  tpesl.    A  P^rty  of  Sktfktrdt  enttr, 

sing-  .  carry  Hv*  lambs  amd  tack  has  a  crook.) 

THE  SONG  OF  THE  SHEPHERDS 

Mid  HKadowf  tweet  with  grauea. 

Through  tylvan  thadowi  cool 
The  flo*  rly  pastet 

To  --  the  pool. 

No  lanil'  .>  "-^tnder 

Upon  t^•  ^teep: 

The  wolf  ii   „^.^,....^  yonder. 

The  shepherd  guards  his  sheep. 

(As  -'  wphcrds  dispose  tkemsehcs  lights  art  seen  ap- 
/f.  /;'!>:  from  the  east,  A  party  of  Warriors  enter, 
nHiitH^.  They  wear  helmets  and  carry  lances  and  shields 
and  spoils  of  warfare.) 

THE  SONG  OF  THE  WARRIORS 

Let  justice  guide  our  lances. 

Let  courage  steel  our  hearts. 
Where  evil's  banner  dances 

There  loose  our  winged  darts. 
Let  victory  behold  us 

Where  battle  axes  fall ; 
Let  honor  still  enfold  us 

Or  let  death  claim  us  all 

(Husbandmen,  Huntsmen  and  Shetherds  rise  and  mingle 
xsrith  the  Warriors.) 

CHORUS 

Let  all  the  world  assemble, 
GMne  all  men  to  this  place. 
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We  wait  the  words  that  tremble 

Upon  Ug's  dreadful  face. 
For  us  no  mad  rebelling; 

Obedient  we  stand. 
Ug's  call  is  all-compelling; 
The  world  is  in  his  hand. 
(Lights  are  seen  approaching  on  the  main  highwav.    Cries 
of  "The  King!  The  King!"  and  "Hail  the  King!"  are 
raised.    The  King  and  the  High  Priest  are  borne  in, 
seated  in  a  palanquin   supported  on   the  shoulders  of 
eight  bearers.   Lords,  Nobles,  the  Scribe  and  the  Jester 
accompany  the  palanquin.   The  King  is  assisted  to  mount 
the  throne,  while  Priests  conduct  the  High  Priest  to  a 
seat  beside  the  incense  altar.  Senitors  place  logs  in  the 
sacrificial  pit.    Torches  are  set  up   to  supplement  the 
moonlight.    The  Jester  skips  about,   taunting   this  one 
and  that,  and  Unally  settles  at  the  King's  feet.    The  in- 
cense altar  is  made  to  send  up  a  column  of  smoke.) 

The  King:   [glancing  about  questioningly] 

The  Prince!  The  Prince!   Where  hides  my  son  the  Prince? 

The  Chief  Huntsman: 

We  met  his  youthful  party  just  at  eve. 

A  stag  fled  high  among  the  distant  peaks. 

"I'll  fetch  him  down!"  exclaimed  the  Prince,  then  led 

Where  none  of  slower  foot  might  follow  him. 

We  left  his  faithful  Huntsmen  at  the  pass. 

They'll  bear  his  load  —  I  swear  he'll  fetch  the  stag. 

(Lights  are  seen  coming  down  the  mountain  and  a  horn  is 
heard.) 

The  Prince's  horn!    Its  tone  proclaims  his  kill! 

(The  Prince  enters  followed  by  his  four  Companions,  who 
carry  a  stag  suspended  from  a  pole.  The  Chief  Hunt- 
man  leaps  forward,  takes  the  Prince's  hand  and  strikes 
him  on  the  shoulder  in  commendation.  Other  Huntsmen 
crowd  about  the  stag.  The  Prince  is  accorded  a  cordial 
reception.) 
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The  Pkinci:  {sahilimg  Ike  King  and  olso  Iht  High  Pnnt] 
Your  pjir<k>n.  Sire,  and  yoart.  if  long  I  have 
Delayed  the  ceremonies  of  the  night. 

(Tkf  Print f  Uapt  uf  tht  sUps  of  tht  tkront,  kisses  Iks 
kand  of  tkt  Kmg.  and  '  •  '  -  '  -'  "-  Higk 
Frits!  stands  bffort  th.  ms. 

All    Iks    O!^---     I'.,..f. 


Caoaus  or  PtitsTt: 
Hail.  Ug.  hail! 

(Tks  salmlalion  and  ekorus  are  repeal fd  Ikree  limus,  Iksn 
all  Ike  Priesis  hml  Ike  Higk  PriesI  wtote  to  one  side.) 

The  High  Puist: 

Peace  to  this  place  and  hour. 

Mid-Summer  holds  t'  "  '      ' u-d  thrall. 

The  mantling  utixv  woods 

Ft''>'-"    •' "'--  ve. 

i.  the  blasts. 

'1  s. 

(  white  flocks; 

1  corn. 

I  and  little  brt 

\\  .  .nnd  with  mi  lat. 

It  i»  ti  •;•      •   '     '.'  -t  and  reward. 

The  hii  !  w     :;  ;   —  his  cheerful  toll. 

The  tree  throw     '  i'      i> m  t«>  the  ground. 

The  fold  that  u  Ms  its  lamb. 

Fear  has  l)i;f  ?   '  :   hearts  the  year  — 

Great  Ug  .   -  -d  recompense 

(S:-  ird  the  Shepherds j 

The  .^  g's  form. 

(Tht  ^ihi-plurds  adiatui-  until  they  stand  in  front  of  Ug, 
and  fling  don'n  their  lambs.    They  make  the  Sign  of  ug 
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and  kneel  upon  one  knee,  showing  grave  agitation.  The 
Jester  has  climbed  to  an  eminence  from  which  he 
xvatches  the  Shepherds  in  zvondcr  and  mockery.) 

The  Jester: 

Oh,  see  our  frightened  Shepherds  bow  and  weep: 
They  arc  as  bold  a«  nnv  n.-whorn  sheep  1 

The  High  Priest: 

The  Husbandmen  their  reverence  pay. 

(The  Husbandmen  advance,  fling  down  their  corn  and 
grapes,  make  the  Sign  of  Ug  and  kneel  behind  the 
Shepherds.) 

The  Huntsmen  are  defenceless  fawns. 

(The  Huntsmen  advance,  fling  down  their  game,  make  the 
Sign  of  Ug  and  fall  upon  one  knee  behind  the  Hus- 
bandmen.) 

To  Ug  alone  the  Warriors  kneel. 

(The  Warriors  advance,  throw  down  their  trophies,  make 
the  Sign  of  Ug  and  fall  upon  one  knee.  The  Jester  con- 
tinues his  show  of  scorn  j 

The  Jester: 

O  wafting  Warriors!    Are  you  also  bound 
To  grovel?   'Ware  of  spiders  on  the  ground! 

The  High  Priest: 

Nor  holds  the  world  Lord,  Prince  or  august  King 
Who  dares  deny  Ug's  never  ending  sway. 

(The  Lords,  the  Nobles  and  the  Scribe  kneel  behind  the 
others,  making  the  Sign  of  Ug.  Then  the  Prince.  The 
King  lays  aside  crown  and  scepter  and  kneels  with  the 
others.  The  Jester  skips  up  the  throne  steps,  puts  on 
the  crown,  grasps  the  scepter  and  seats  himself  upon 
the  throne.) 
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'I  hnr  hearts  to  tCfiiclcM  god  o(  ftone  the^  lliiif : 
I'm  no  inch  fool.   Fortootli,  let  roe  be  King! 

The  High  Ptitsr: 

Foot  of  all  fooU.  before  Ug  iinttet  yon  down 
Prone  on  the  ground  and  chew  repentant  dmt! 

(Two  Prints  Ua^  uf  tht  throne.  remmf€  the  crown  amd 
scepter  and  Aini  th,  '  -  to  tks  ir<mttd  wh^€  ht 
groxeU.    The  Nigh  I  als  and  tk4  Third  Pristt 

rises  and  sings  the  .»• —»    ./    Ug,  the  entire  company 
singing  the  choms.) 

THE  SONG  OF  UG 

Out     '  -'-  "     Vight. 

I  nknown. 

Lac;....s  ..  ,....  w.  ..  light. 

Sweeps  from  the  caverns  a  moan. 

OVT    ihr    rJtn    (if    \\\c    \*(.rl«f 

I  hes  low, 

Strn:  Mere  is  hurled 

Ug,  bastard  sckm  of  Woe. 
Oh  see  how  all  mortals  are  bending: 

The  jewel  each  wears  is  a  tear; 
Man's  honuge  is  given  unending 

To  Ug.  God  of  Fear,  to  Ug.  God  of  Fear, 
to  Ug.  God  of  Fear! 

CHORUS 

O  Ug,  our  poor  courage  li  :^  — 

O  Ug.  be  not  deaf  to  «  :  — 

O  Ug.  cru«h  us  not  with  thine  .icning. 

Ug.  spare!    Ug.  spare!    Ug.  spare!    Ug.  spare! 

•^pare!  —Spare!  — ^pare!  Ug.  spare!  Ug,  spare* 

Deep  in  the  hrciNt  of  mnnVind. 

Close  by  '  il, 

Chicfest  of  ti 
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Joy  of  Life  points  man  his  goal. 
Swift  as  a  fiend  from  the  dark 

Fear  comes  with  sword  and  with  chain  — 
Man  is  left  fettered  and  stark, 

Joy  of  Life  ravished  and  slain. 
Oh  hark,  how  all  mankind  is  moaning; 

A  flood  rushes  from  the  world's  tear; 
Forever  men  turn  with  their  groaning 

To  Ug,  God  of  Fear,  to  Ug,  God  of  Fear, 
to  Ug,  God  of  Fear! 

CHORUS 
O  Ug,  our  poor  lives  we  are  giving  — 

O  Ug,  be  not  deaf  to  our  prayer  — 
O  Ug,  slaughter  not  Joy  of  Living. 

Ug,  spare!    Ug,  spare!    Ug,  spare!    Ug,  spare! 
— Spare !  — Sparc !  — Spare !  Ug,  spare !  Ug,  spare ! 

(The  final  chorus  ends  with  all  on  their  faces.  Thereafter 
the  company  relaxes  and  distributes  itself  as  before. 
Servitors  pass  through  with  litters  loaded  zvith  meats 
and  fruits  for  the  feast.  The  Jester  filches  a  horn  bot- 
tle from  a  litter  and  takes  a  drink.) 

The  Jester: 

Ho,  ho!    My  belly  is  an  empty  waste: 

Let's  to  the  feast  in  yonder  glade  make  haste. 

The  High  Priest: 

Peace,  fool.    Tempt  not  again  Ug's  vengeful  hand. 
Moon  shadows  mark  the  hour  of  fateful  choice. 
The  patient  eyes  of  Ug  light  with  desire. 
Our  bravest  youth  shall  stand  before  the  god 
Like  snowy  lambs  that  he  may  choose  his  own. 
Who  are  Ug's  new  Defenders?    Who  the  youth 
That  have  done  valiantly? 

The  Scribe:    [unrolling  a  scroll  handed  him  by  the  King  and 
reading] 
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lieftc  has  the  Kinf  set  <floWn : 

Am-:-  ^'•' -  ind  Weg. 

WJ;  tiCf 

•  '•-  :rple  ftkint, 

.mcd.     All  know 
fold  from  wolvet. 
Mil  ^  boa  ft: 

Th«  tew  two  heart. 

Of  wai: 
They  f. 
When  h 
Thus  CI 

^£(ii '  n.  as  hu  namr  u  .  ft  his 

ri  '  i  forward.   H'hrH  th,  i  nam^ 

is  not  read  h*  stnks  his  head  in  his  hands.) 

The  JcsTca:  [after  a  f^ult  at  the  bottle] 

He  names  me  not.  yet  death  I  often  dare : 
I  tease  the  sleeping  King's  nose  with  a  hair ! 

(Roaring  at  his  own  iokc.  the  Jester  is  seised  and  thrust 


The  Kiwc:  [ihJi    ;.':•:,   :hi-  Ih-fcndcrsl 
The  leafen  cli.ii.ut>  ^ct  upon  their  b:    a 
Their  fame  be  higher  than  these  trees  arc  high. 

The  Chief  Warkioi: 

Pray  hold! 

How  may  the  scroll  of  brn-  ~  't  be  complete 

Save  when  my  lord  the  I';  1>  all  the  rest? 

How  often  have  I   ^•"•"  'mi..  ..j>  way 

In  battle  and  wtt  15  lance  drive  back 

The   foe  that   mn:  ;ii   full   five   to  one? 

The  Kihg. 

Not  throuKh  hi>  <»wn,  but  tlv      .'     aiother's  eyes 
A  father   may   >cc  virtue  in   i;^        ;i 
Arise,  O  Prince,  a  proud  Defender  thout 

(191 


THE    FALL    OF    UG 

(The  Prince  rises  joyfully.  He  does  not  go  down  to  join 
the  others,  being  detained  by  his  fathePs  hand.  Priests 
deck  each  young  man  with  laurel  and  tinth  a  ceremo- 
nial vestment.) 

The  High  Priest: 

Bring  forth  the  table  of  the  secret  stones 
That  speak  the  changeless,  wordless  will  of  Ug. 

(A  table  or  rack  hailing  stone  slabs  upright  upon  it  is 
brought  in  and  set  before  the  colossus.  All  the  Defend- 
ers excepting  the  Prince  gather  beside  the  table.) 

Great  Ug,  the  blossom  of  our  race  behold ; 
The  noblest  and  the  proudest  of  our  youth. 
Regard  them  well,  the  fairest  lamb  approve: 
Affix  thy  seal  upon  him  with  the  darkening  stone. 

(The  Defenders,  lifting  their  arms  to  Ug,  begin  to  march 

around  the  table.    The  Jester  runs  out  close  to  them, 

then  looks  back  at  the  thyn^r  ) 

The  Jester: 

What  brave  Defender  is  the  kingly  son? 
He  dares  not  share  the  risk  the  others  run ! 

The  Prince: 

A  fool's  wise  words!   My  rightful  place  I  claim; 
Defender  I,  and  after  that  the  Prince, 

(Leaping  down  the  steps  the  Prince  takes  his  place  with 
the  Defenders.  The  King  rises  and  then  sinks  doubt- 
fully to  his  seat.) 

The  King: 

It  matters  not  if  he  be  there  or  here: 

Not  Ug  would  rob  the  throne  to  feed  his  maw. 

(The  Defenders  resume  their  march  around  the  table  of 
stones.) 

The  High  Priest: 

Lift  each  the  stone  that  calls  unto  his  hand. 
Ye  only  play  at  choosing:  Ug's  the  choice. 
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TheM  «t<meff  be  all  at  white  at  wool  b  whit*. 
Yet  '  \''s  favored  youth  lifti  op  a  sloM 

All  lo  that  all  our  eyet  may  mc, 

Bchoiu.  II  Miall  be  black  at  ravca'a  wing: 
Uf's  tongue  it  thall  becooM  to  tpcak  Im  will. 

(Ea^h  Defender  in  tum  lifts  a  stone  and  holding  it  aiofi, 
slowly  turns  it  around    At  thr  underside  of  kts  stone  is 

s<t  ■  .    •     '  ■ .      '      ' 

U 

Umy.  noiaj  U  aurir  nu  nraa  ana  lurnj  ii  jrcynu.     i  nr 

underside  is  seen  lo  be  black.    The  Prince  starts  m 
amazement  and  lets  the  st'-"^  '•"  ' 

TBI  High  Puist: 

Ug*!  choice  has  (alien  on  the  Vi .:.<'■ 

(The  sign  is  recognised  and  con.  t  the  earn' 

^ny.   Cries  of  "The  Prince!  "It  camttat 

ber  and  "It  must  be  so!"  are  heard.    I  he  Prince  fal- 
ters. The  King,  all  but  oxercome,  starts  up  and  is  abon$ 
to  protest  uhcn  the  High  Priest  stops  him  with  an  •■•- 
pcratne  gesture.) 
Ug  tpeakf  I   Let  none  oppose;  let  none  commend! 

The  King: 

What  dread  misuke  it  here?   Not  Ug  himself 
May  claim  the  Prince  and  heir  for  sacrifice  1 

The  High  Priest: 

The  Prince  that  wat  it  vanithed  from  onr  eyet: 
Behold  the  lamb  Ug  chooses  as  his  own! 

(Turning  to  the  Prince.) 
Salute  the  faUl  ublct  with  a  kits 
That  all  may  know  you  do  consent  to  die. 

(The  Second  Priest  raises  the  stone  from  the  ground  and 
presents  it  to  the  Prince,  wka  daskas  ii  damrn  agmtk) 
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The  High  Priest: 

Docs  noble  Youth  so  fear  to  look  at  Death  ? 

The  Prince: 

Who  says  the  King's  son  is  afraid  to  die? 
Think  you  kind  Nature  has  bestowed  on  me 
My  father's  flesh,  bone  of  his  bone,  and  yet 
Withheld  the  faultless  courage  of  his  heart? 

The  High  Priest: 

Then  why  this  strange  reluctance?   Would  you  dare 
Defy  the  pact  our  fathers  made  with  Ug? 

The  Prince: 

Hear  me,  High  Priest: 
About  me  now  I  feel  a  throng  of  youths 
As  they  outstretch  their  pleading  hands  to  me. 
Souls  are  they  of  Ug's  countless  victims  past. 
Souls  of  Ug's  countless  victims  yet  to  come. 
And  all  as  one  they  claim  my  tongue  to  curse 
This  unavailing  slaughter  to  an  end. 

The  Second  Priest: 

The  poor  Prince  raves;  fear  has  transformed  the  lad. 

The  Jester: 

The  Prince  is  sane,  and  all  the  rest  be  mad. 

The  High  Priest: 

Peace,  boy.   While  earth  shall  last  Ug  must  be  paid. 

The  Prince: 

H  obligation  pend,  let  Ug  stand  forth 
With  lifted  lance,  or  human  champion  name 
And  I  will  war  with  all  my  strength  and  life 
To  pay  his  debt  in  measure  that  shall  leave 
No  stern  remainder  for  our  sons  to  pay. 

The  Young  Priest: 

What  said  the  Patriarch  to  us?   He  told 
How  on  some  mystic  night  the  victim  should 
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Behold  a  vttion  teldom  teea  of 
And  from  ihr  vition  draw  tofne 
That  »h<>uld  forever  reml  Ug  from  our  path. 

Thk  High  Putsr: 

I!rc»!  n«>i  the  ta!r.  an  cn»i>t\.  tlrnr-worn  tlrrAin. 


Cottic.  U  <•     Wc  w. 

(Tkf  .    M  ^uks  ut  Mi-,  frill  tkt 

Pritue  fftfuf  k$m  no  kttd  lurns  lo  tkt  Ktmg.J 

The  PiiNct: 

My  beinff  criet  to  know  a  better  fate. 
Speak.  Father:  My  that  old  Ug  ta  not  »o! 

The  King: 

My  ion! 
My  crown,  my  scepter  wmild  T  «wtft  exchange 
For  answer  that  would  »ur  prayer. 

My  reason  at  V^'^  hnl  n%  9cofft; 

My  living  sett 

Ug  I  deny,  ai  md 

with  grcuns  r 

Ug   I  deny.  ;«• 
Some   yet    mure    (jirauiui    n-sicr*   <»J    111*   UiiftS. 

The  Prince: 

My  Father  and  my  King,  if  U^  be  so. 
Then  lead  us  in  rebellion  'iramst  old  Vg*. 

Thi  Young  Piiest: 

Ha,  ha!   That  fooIi»h  \n      !       i^  iincc  I  !        •: 
Speak.  King,  and  tell  In:;  \s!  ii  rebellion  r 

The  King:  [catotriui] 
I  have  no  words  to  say. 

The  High  Pkiest: 

Speak  now!    I  voice  great  Ug*s  command! 
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The  King  :  [hesitatingly,  as  he  comes  down  from  the  throne] 
The  High  Priest's  words  are  flames  that  melt  the  locks 
On  secrets  ne'er  intended  for  my  son. 
Hear  now  confession  of  that  man  who  drained 
Rebellion's  cup  down  to  the  poisoned  dregs. 
Mature  was  I  when  lifted  to  the  throne, 
And  holding  steadfast  to  the  good  in  men; 
My  people  served  I  with  a  strong  delight. 
Succumbed  our  foes  or  fled  before  our  fame. 
At  length  none  dared  intrigue  against  our  peace; 
No  shackles  knew  our  hearts  save  Ug's  alone. 
Long  pondered  I  upon  my  fancied  strength, 
Then  swore  to  bring  destruction  on  great  Ug. 
Mid-Summer  Night  was  nigh.    Farewell  I  bade 
That  hyacinth  of  womankind,  my  queen, 
And  drew  to  this  accustomed  place  resolved 
That  with  the  hour  of  sacrifice  at  hand 
Defiance  I  should  thunder  to  Ug's  claim 
And  rend  him  with  my  men  from  Heaven's  path. 

The  High  Priest: 

Behold,  the  memory  moves  Ug  not  at  all! 

The  King: 

E'en  as  I  drew  to  loose  my  verbal  bolt 

A  runner  breathless  sank  and  gasped  his  news : 

My  queen,  the  twin  soul  of  my  soul,  was  dead  1 

Our  son  not  yet  expected  had  been  born. 

The  weakened  mother  clutching  him  to  breast, 

Her  eyes  wild  with  the  light  of  prophecy, 

Screamed  that  Ug's  hideous  stamp  was  on  her  child! 

She  died,  herself  slain  by  the  darts  of  fear. 

The  High  Priest: 

Thus  laughed  Ug  at  the  hand  that  threatened  him! 

The  King: 

A  score  of  years  and  each  year  like  a  score 
Have  I  watched  o'er  the  son,  nor  once  forgot 
The  sword  by  spider  thread  swung  in  suspense; 
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Nor  ever  have  I  smiled  Mve  when  fal«< 
T      •  *'   *  -     '-'M  in  prophecy  «m  fled 

>rebodisiff  from  my  bMft— > 
...,  my  ton  to  tMriftott 
>w  than  voice  of  her  long  dead, 
an  the  wrrtchft!  victinTt  prayer, 

Mf   lOttl 

i'reme! 

CI  kt  Prince,  all  but  overt ome  by  hit  father's  story,  a^ 

proadifs  the  King  and  falls  u^on  kii  nfik  The  See- 

onii                 omes  close  utth  tl.  :oaits 

a  «.               >c,  then  rouses  l/ir  n^  his 
sleeie.) 

The  High  Priut: 

K<  volt  no  more.    The  common  weal  demands 
i  hat  you  &hali  play  the  debtor  for  n»  all. 

(The  Prince  releases  the  King,  who  slowly  remomnis  Ih4 
throne.  The  Prince  looks  around  unci-riainh  AU  await 
his  action.    With  a  gesture  of  hof  n  he 

seises  the  stone,  jesses  his  lips  to  .  jU  to 

the  ground.  The  Defenders  brinj:  a  white  robe  and  put  it 
on  the  Prince.  Remofing  the  garliinds  from  their  ncckt, 
they  hang  seven  about  the  neck  of  the  Prince.  The 
ond  Priest  and  the  Third  Priest  spread  a  rug  t 
the  colossus,  and  two  Defenders  escort  the  Prince  to 
this  rug.  He  sinks  upon  it  and  buries  his  face  in  his 
arms.  A  figure,  almost  nude,  but  loaded  with  das- 
sling  barbaric  ornaments,  glides  upon  the  upper  Uvel 
before  Ug,  n"^  >>---.ri  a  curious  writhing  of  tks  body. 
Three  other  y  costumed,  follow  him  up<m  tlU 

upper  level. ;  '^.-h  nffrar  upon  the  lower  level. 

A  fanatic  dance  u  t'  ^s  a  solemn  part  of  the 

ceremony  before  Ug.  .'ice  is  wild  and  furious, 

reaching  a  frensy.   At  its  end  the  dancers  whirl  away.) 

The  High  Priest:  [addressing  the  Prince  upon  the  rug] 
Now  arc  you  scaled  unto  the  sacrifice. 
A  little  while  wc  feast.   When  wc  return 
Be  full  prepared  to  pass  into  Ug's  flames. 
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(The  King  leaves  the  throne.  The  Nobles  support  him  as 
he  goes  atvay  in  the  direction  of  the  feast.  All  the  com- 
pany follow  with  the  exception  of  the  High  Priest  and 
the  Jester.  The  High  Priest  goes  over  to  the  boivcd 
Prince.) 
The  High  Priest: 

Death  is  the  changeless  fortune  of  mankind. 

To  some  it  comes  as  last  of  countless  storms 

That  bent  and  marred  but  could  not  fell  until 

The  sap  of  life  had  brittlcd  with  the  years. 

To  others  death  comes  in  the  quiet  noon : 

The  troubled  axe  they  leave  in  half-hewn  log 

Must  marvel  while  it  rots.    To  others  still 

Death  is  a  breath  that  shuts  the  door  of  life 

On  eyes  still  round  with  wonder  at  the  view. 

Some  chew  the  cud  until  the  bitter's  gone; 

Some  never  know  the  cud  is  aught  but  sweet. 

If  called  in  youth  or  called  in  age,  all  men 

Swear  solemnly  the  other  way  were  best. 

Peace,  boy.    What  privilege  to  die  for  those 

Doomed  but  to  live ! 

(The  Prince  gives  no  sign  that  he  has  heard.    The  High 
Priest  departs.    The  Jester  advances,  bottle  in  hand.) 

Forget  Old  Graybeard,  boy ;  his  trade  is  woe. 

What  sophistry  can  make  you  glad  to  go? 

Or  what,  forsooth,  should  make  you  glad  to  stay  ? 

Grief  is  your  certain  portion  either  way. 

The  fool  is  wise,  he  quick  accepts  the  rule; 

The  wise  man  long  denies  it  —  he's  the  fool. 

Forgetfulness  alone  can  scoff  man's  plight  — 

Good  liquor  is  the  very  salve  of  life! 

(The  Jester  tries  to  force  his  bottle  upon  the  Prince.   He 
is  thrust  away  and  moving  about,  he  sings.) 

THE  JESTER'S  SONG 
When  the  sweets  of  the  world  have  been  captured; 

When  joys  are  plucked  ripe  from  the  tree; 
And  the  senses  no  longer  enraptured 
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So  fill  up  the  bowl  to  the  brim; 
Let  the  flagon  not  balk  at  the  rtm. 
The  man  whn  will  t^ip 

w ■    - 

If  a 

'I  .1). 

But  i  wc  will  bleft  — 

He  1  ^  loi  is  a  me»t. 

I  i  for  it, 

Thii  I 

When  the  paint  of  existence  shall  thicken; 

V/'  urge  of  desire  grows  thin; 

Wh«  s  pulse  ceases  to  quicken; 

AiiM  *  *'--->  that  have  been; 

Then  thi  X  blood  without  stinting 

And  the  a. .  ..^  ..  his  resenting, 

Sees  his  sky  glow  again  with  new  tinting  — 

Good  wine  is  the  solace  of  men!  • 

So  fill  UD  the  bowl  to  the  brim ; 
Let  the  flagon  not  balk  at  the  rim. 

The  man  who  will  sip 

With  a  smirk  of  the  lip 
Is  a  man  from  whose  hand 

The  good  cup  may  well  slip; 
But  the  man  who  swigs  hard  we  will  bless  ^ 
He  has  lived  n«"i  i»^^wh  life  is  a  mess. 

He  drinks  for  it. 

Dying,  he  ^  it  — 

This  be  his  prire  lor  it  — 
Sweet  forget  fulness  I 
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(The  Jester,  walkinf:  unsteadily,  departs  in  the  direction 
taken  by  all  the  others.  The  Prince,  left  alone,  gets  up, 
lifts  a  spear  a  Warrior  has  left  behind  and  stands  before 
the  colossus.   His  speech  is  emotional  recitative.) 

The  Prince: 

O  mocking  monster  that  befouls  the  world, 

Dare  but  expose  some  vulnerable  joint 

And  though  fiends  straight  devour  me  will  I  drive 

This  iron  lance  to  end  thy  cursed  spell. 

(The  Prince  hurls  the  lance  and  it  strikes  against  the  colos- 
sus. The  lance  is  shattered  to  pieces  by  the  impact.  The 
Prince's  attitude  changes  to  entreaty.) 

O  endless  Fear,  whom  mortals  may  not  slay, 

The  King's  son  prays  you  grant  this  single  boon : 

Speak  now  and  say  my  death  shall  terminate 

This  ghastly  sacrifice  of  bravest  youths  — 

Swear  none  come  after  me  —  and  I,  the  Prince, 

Will  bless  old  Ug  and  leap  into  thy  flame ! 

(The  Prince  sinks  to  his  knees  and  waits  expectantly. 
When  no  anstver  comes  he  rises  in  utter  despair.  He 
turns  his  back  upon  Ug  and  staggers  away.  He  gropes 
this  way  and  that.  He  encounters  a  great  tree.  He 
clutches  the  bark  and  his  eyes  travel  up  the  trunk.  He 
regards  this  tree  and  the  other  trees  about  him  as  if 
really  seeing  them  for  the  first  time,  then  sings.) 

THE  PRINCE'S  SONG 

Behold  my  woe,  ye  Trees. 

Behold  old  tig's  disdain. 

What  cares  he  for  my  pain, 
This  Ug  that  gluts  on  human  agonies? 
Ye  tremble  not,  O  Trees! 

How  stand  ye  so  serene? 

What  vision  have  you  seen 
That  smites  fear's  shackles  from  your  steadfast 
knees? 
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O  Tree*,  how  lift  tb«  head? 

Attunincc  U  yoar  crown ; 

You  only  how  not  down. 
What  •ccrct  frc««  ^our  hearts  (roa  ptlikd  drc»d? 
Sweet  spirit  of  this  Grove, 

Let  mortal  share  thy  calm. 

My  soul  cries  for  thy  halm. 
Come  to  me  nameless  messenger  of  love ! 

(A  liute  riff  Us  '  H  uf>  thf  hilt    It  reftali  oH  at  ont 

sidf,  thrn  or  :hrr,  tkrm  near  tkr  Pnna.    Tr\p, 

tkr  fairy,  ij  seen,  tiu  pift  tliii  at  his  kft,  kt  altgkU 
ufon  a  rock.) 

Tmf: 

At  ye  called  me  to  come  I; 
Bid  me  sUy  or  swift  I  fly. 

The  PtiNct: 

Stay!    Suy!    O  living  fairy,  who  are  you? 

Twf: 

Ho,  ho!    Ask  the  snakes  and  toaUt  — 

How  I  twist  their  lary  tails! 

^  cl  in  the  tree  — 

\'' ■  :c  nuts  but  for  me? 

A&k  the  litiiict.  quail  or  jay— > 

I  command  them  when  to  lay. 

When  I  spc.ik,  madrona  tree 

Dons  a  purple  robe  for  me. 

Ma>tcr  I  of  birds  and  bees, 

I  IK  rid,  comp.inion  of  the  trees. 

Mock  I  guard,  and  herd  and  drove  — 

Lord  and  spirit  of  this  Grove  t 

Fear  me,  mortal,  fear  my  whip! 

(Lifting  a  branch  abot'f  his  hrad  he  threattns,  then  iings 
it  axcay  and  clasps  his  arwu  about  himself  in  ecstasy.) 

Hi  I    I  love  you!   I  am  Trip! 
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'I  MF     i'RINCE: 

Sweet  Trip,  full  often  have  I  roamed  this  wood: 
How  falls  it  that  we  never  met  till  now? 

Trip: 

Oft  as  in  this  Grove  you've  strayc<l 
Trip  has  faithful  shadow  played; 
Sometimes  followed  where  you  led, 
Often  flitted  on  ahead. 
I  have  whistled,  you  have  slept; 
I  have  piped  and  you  have  wept. 
In  the  bush  I've  teased  the  bear; 
Lured   your   foolish   arrows   there; 
After  you  mad  bruin  went  — 
It  was  I  who  stole  the  scent ! 

The  Prince: 

Alas,  alas,  not  once  saw  I  your  form ! 

Trip: 

Change  has  come  to  you,  not  me; 
Faith  has  made  your  eyes  to  see. 

The  Prince: 

Where  be  your  home;  not  near  this  dreadful  spot? 

Trip: 

Dreadful,  dreadful,  dreadful  bind 
Eyes  of  men  who  will  be  blind ! 

(With  merriment  he  dances  ab^-iii,  ./n -.  o.Myt->.>   und  goes 
on.) 
Home?  Ah,  mortal,  you  shall  see 
How  Trip  grew  a  homing  tree. 
Once  a  sapling  all  unblest 
Came  into  the  Grove  to  rest. 
Full  ten  thousand  moons  have  sped 
Since  I  found  it  all  but  dead; 
Barkless,  leafless,  white  with  pain, 
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Summer  xcphjrrt  rakht  have  tUin. 
Called  1  IntflMiiiirbirdi  tod  beet, 
B«dc  them  whiik  to  fwthcti  kat. 
Flower,  both  aad  vine  nm  Hfc 
Sent  me  each  one  drop  of  life. 
Lo,  the  Mpliiif  bent  its  lirail. 
Qiuffed  and  flatbed  a  '-<!. 

At  my  word  the  beakr  Ik 

Wove  a  warm  nujettk  cloak; 
Teeth  of  iqairrelt  wise  and  n!d 
Worked  expaation  in  r 
Leaves  were  wanting.  i>lace 

Spiders  spun  the  rarest  lace. 
Came  the  day  mv  tree  in  ease 
Sang  to  toot!  nhan  breeie; 

Came  the  tpl  t  at  last. 

It  def)ed  tbe  wmtrr   i)iast. 
"Grow!"  I  cried      It  lifted  high. 
Pillared  up  the  tired  sky. 
I  dreamed  immortality  — 
See  my  deaihlrss  rrAwt^u}  tr^#'» 

The  PiiKCi: 

Strange  is  the  secret  of  your  life,  old  tree, 
Grown  b)-  a  fair>-  for  his  castle  home. 

Ttip: 

Fool  you  are,  oh  fool  you  be! 
Is  my  purpose  hard  to  see? 
Need  I  in  snch  tree  to  dwell 
Whom  a  poppy  serves  as  well? 
Why  gr**^v  t  »K-c..  ^),-^(*^   c.  f-.li 

Like  a  ! 

But  to  h:  -   :.    :..     .      _.  -.,. 

Yonder  stony  god  of  lies? 

The  Pkinci: 

No  fairy  knows  the  awful  power  of  Ug. 

Alas»  bright  Trip,  perchance  yourself  should  fear. 
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Ttip: 

Ug  was  once  a  rock  and  hare 

Save  for  vines  it  flung  in  air. 

Men  beheld  it  block  the  path, 

Mar\cllcd  at  the  stone  in  wrath. 

Loudly  called  to  it,  "Begone!" 

Rocks  are  deaf,  the  rock  stayed  on. 

Lack  of  faith  like  subtle  darts 

Set  men  trembling  in  their  hearts. 

Yon  dread  face  they  graved  through  tears 

With  the  chisels  of  their  fears. 

With  their  evil  thoughts  alone 

They  drave  life  into  this  stone; 

With  impure  imaginings 

Raised  «  god  of  countless  stings. 

The  Prince: 

Say  not  a  simple  stone  bars  Heaven's  path. 

What  stone  could  cast  such  shadow  black  as  doom, 

And  peopled  mayhap  by  such  awful  shapes 

That  Ug  in  contrast   is  most   fair? 

Trip: 

I  know  panther,  mouse  and  bee; 
Awful  shapes  are  strange  to  me. 
Nameless  monsters  Trip  would  find  — 
Hi,  let's  see  what  hides  behind! 

(Trip  passes  through  the  air  to  the  shoulder  of  the  colus- 
sus,  shades  his  eyes  icith  his  hand  and  peers  earnestly 
into  the  shaded  hillside  above.) 

Not  a  monster  rolls  in  sight; 
Nothing  is  but  lack  of  light. 
When  you  stand  beside  his  head 
Awful  Ug  is  all  but  fled. 

The  Prince: 

Deride  not  great  Ug  to  his  face.    Beware! 
He  holds  the  world's  heart  in  his  iron  beak. 
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fearful  i-  ' 
it  thti  »tra!t^<-.  ^   tt  ^••utld  I  hear? 
( I  rip  climbs  lo  whrre  ht  cam  lay  a  Hand  on  Ikr  beak,  then 

draU't    back    in    tnotb    frii-ht.     tif    ri'l^^Liti    thii     /.'oirin:.' 

playfully  ditwn  m 

Ihr  b<ak  and  drou 

both    hands   agaimtt   hu   breast   wktU   he   laughs   and 

chuckles.) 

^  beak  hold«  .»y«4 

•    ne^tN  here  ur. 
{  I  ftp  >  the  atr  a  dove  he  had  lifted  from  its  nest 

%n  '  „  ;  and  the  bird  flies  away.    Trip  drops  back 

to  the  ground  near  the  Primee.) 
Music  comes  to  cheer  your  heart: 
Hear  the  nightly  chorus  start. 

The  PiiNct: 

Ah,  gentle  Trip,  mock  not  my  tortured  plight. 
No  musk  bear  I  tave  the  cndcet't  dirge. 

Ttip: 

Hist  now!  Let  your  mood  be  ripe  — 
Tis  some  far  off  fairy's  pipe. 
(Both  listen  with  hand  to  ear.) 

The  Prince: 

Alas,  no  sweet  tones  greet  my  dreary  ear! 

Trip: 

Deaf  your  ear  to  woodland  sighs 

With  long  listening  to  men's  lies. 

Hi!   There  sound*  the  call  again  — 

Now  the  answer  from  yon  glen! 
(Both  listen.) 

It  comes! 
The  Prince: 

Not  so! 
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Twf: 

Now  again! 

The  Prince: 
Only  silence! 

Tup: 

List  with  all  your  ears  and  mind! 

(After  a  time  the  rising  notes  of  a  pipe  are  heard.    The 
sound  dies  and  is  repeated  off  at  a  distant  place.    The 
sound  is  heard  very  faintly  at  first  and  then  more  clear- 
ly, as  the  reward  of  intent  listening.    The  Prince  shows 
by  his  joyful  manner  that  he  has  heard  at  last.) 
Now  the  chord  runs  all  around 
Till  the  woods  with  trills  resound. 
Open  now  to  fresh  delight; 
Share  the  harmony  of  night. 

(The  instrumental  chord  runs  through  the  woods.  Trip 
dances  about,  charmed  that  the  Prince  is  able  to  hear.) 

The  Prince: 

It  seems  I  hear  who  never  heard  before ! 

Trip: 

Now  from  hill  and  cavern  dim 

Shall  uplift  the  woodfolk  hymn. 

Sing,  ye  sounding  forest,  sing! 

Ring,  ye  living  redwoods,  ring! 

(The  haunting,  wordless  song  of  the  woodfolk  is  heard 
in  one  place,  then  in  another,  and  the  ripple  of  it  runs 
along  the  hill.  Finally  it  is  heard  coming  from  every 
side,  with  indescribable  effect.) 

The  Prince: 

I  should  have  sworn  my  faculties  complete, 
Yet  deaf  was  I  and  knew  it  not  until 
The  wondrous  music  of  the  forest  night 
Revealed  and  healed  and  left  me  lacking  naught. 
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Ttir: 

Dt»i  you  were  and  knew  it  not. 
Dr.if  .l^  unv  fttone,  I  woe 
H.i\!!  >;  .  . r^  you  thifilc  jTOO  tee  — 
blind  ai  bat  at  nooo  jroa  be! 

Thi  PuNci: 

Alas,  my  eyes  tec  more  than  cbeert  my  heart 

Tmf: 

Worse  than  blind,  poor  mortal  eytt. 

Seeing  clouds  in  summer  skies; 

Seeing  ugly  and  untrue. 

Until  Beauty  hides  from  view; 

Spying  woes  on  ev'ry  side 

That  no  flowing  tears  : 

Try  your  eyes ;  gaxe  « 

See  the  woodiolk  at  t 

Bear  with  their  mischi  ^ht  — 

Soft  the  air  Mid-Sum; 

See  them  skip  and  roi 

See.  they  beckon  you  ; 

Tbb  Pbincx: 

If  such  things  be.  then  truly  I  be  blind! 

TaiP: 

How  may  golden  visions  rise 
When  you  never  lift  your  eyes? 
How  might  you  l>ehold  my  face 
Where  another  ^.-lw  but  space 
Save  that  when  old  Up  appalled 
You  alone  looked  up  and  called? 
Great  now  your  reward  shall  be. 
Loo«erl  vKnil  be  the  mystery; 
Swi!  you  past  the  door 

Mor'  m  passed  before. 

Mighty,  mighty  vainly  knocks; 
Lowly,  lowly  turns  the  locks. 
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Bend  and  pluck  humility  — 

Sweet  oxalis  is  the  key! 

(The  Prince  stoops  and  plucks  a  stalk  of  the  oxalis  which 
he  holds  up.) 

Bay  leaves,  jonquils,  dragonflics! 

Woodfolk,  greet  his  famished  eyes. 

(A  company  of  fairies  is  seen  and  a  lively  frolic  follows, 
during  which  the  fairies  frequently  leave  the  ground  and 
go  sailing  azvay  through  the  trees.  Others  come  ^ying 
from  distant  parts  to  join  the  fun.  Objects  which  ap- 
peared to  be  bushes  and  rocks  stir  and  move  and  are  seen 
to  be  fairy  folk.  Suddenly  the  Prince  drops  his  oxalis 
key.    The  fairies  fly  away  and  the  vision  fades  rapidly.) 

The  Prince: 

My  key  I've  lost!    Quick,  give  it  back!    But  stay  — 
The  King,  the  Priests,  the  company  I  call 
That  all  may  share  this  vision  of  delight. 

Trip: 

Ho,  ho!    Blindness  binds  them  all. 
When  did  they  look  up  and  call? 
Smallest  fairy  knows  no  fear 
When  the  fiercest  man  be  near. 
When  mad  mortals  hurl  their  best 
Into  Ug's  consuming  breast. 
Fairies  join  their  unheard  cries 
To  the  woe  of  him  who  dies. 
Even  now  their  eyes  are  dew  — 
They  prepare  to  weep  for  you. 

The  Prince: 

Your  words  recall  me  to  my  bitter  fate. 

E'en  now  approaching  shouts  proclaim  my  hour. 

The  hope  that  had  sprung  up  was  but  a  dream. 

Trip: 

Hi!    What  know  you  of  dreams? 
What  is  true  and  what  but  seems? 
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Learn  which  t*  reality: 
Tberctn  lie*  the  golden  key. 

The  Ptmcs:  {wkfn  skouiing  U  ktcrd] 

They  come*    "  '    Trip,  deten  mc  noc 

When  my  ».•  ofc  in  hidcov 

Let  their  U»(  >im<<m  itm  *m  yoti.  else  I 
Upon  the  threshold  turn  to  cur»e  the  world. 

Imr: 

Trip  mutt  fade  nor  Hnger  on. 
Come  3roar  people  I  am  |one. 

How  rnlirht  voii  Ii.ild  inr  in  view 

Wl  Mind  you? 

Thi 

Heed  tr. 

When  I  .  iitd  lo. 

Now  you  ki.  >  know! 

More  than  f.i  «  need  — 

Seek  and  find  n«j:  1 

When  men  wrest  'car 

Often  does  the  patn  grow  cirar. 
Faith  once  more  yoor  ejrei  anoint  — 
Look  where  redwood  fingers  point! 

(At  his  Unat  word  Tri^  whisks  oway.  The  Prince  rums  ap- 
Ptclingly  to  the  spot  where  the  fairy  stood.  The  shout- 
ing grows  louder.  The  King  enters  and  is  escorted  to 
the  throne.  The  Priests,  led  by  the  High  Priest,  take 
their  places.  The  company  is  quickly  composed  as  be- 
fore. The  Prince  appears  to  see  something  invisible  to 
the  others,) 

The  Peince: 

Look.  King  .<  :<ir>.  HuntMnen,  all. 

Sec  how  tht  rove  laughs  down 

In  scorn  of  .t. .  ' 

Fear  Ug  no  more!    (.  ;   -tone! 

Oh,    src   Vein   not    NWrrf     ^  ;  .,  tell! 
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Thi  High  Priest: 

Peace,  lad;  fear  has  distraught  your  mind. 

Stand  boldly  as  the  kingly  son  should  stand, 

Nor  shame  us  with  your  monstrous  dread  of  death. 

Tbk  Princi: 

What  words  of  mine  could  make  you  understand? 

The  High  Priest: 

Far  spent  the  night;  make  ready  for  the  rites. 

(Priests  direct  Husbandmen  and  others  in  placing  addition- 
al logs  in  the  sacrificial  pit  and  the  flames  are  lighted.) 

The  Prince: 

I  see  and  hear:  you  all  be  blind  and  deaf! 

The  Chief  Warrior:  [to  the  Prince] 
Oh,  falter  not  nor  forfeit  our  esteem : 
True  valor  scoffs  at  fate  and  laughing  dies. 

The  Prince: 

Illusion's  victim  —  worse  than  Ug's  —  am  I. 
They  think  me  coward,  else  they  call  me  fool. 

The  High  Priest: 

Lay  off  the  garlands.    Aid  him  to  prepare. 

(Priests  offer  to  assist  the  Prince  to  remove  the  garlands 
from  about  his  neck,  but  he  motions  them  away.) 

The  Prince: 

My  hands  suffice:  straight  I  disrobe  my  soul. 

(He  lifts  off  a  garland  and  holds  it  in  his  hands.) 
Let  this  be  love  of  father,  home  and  friends : 
My  dearest  tie  melts  at  the  touch  of  Ug. 

(He  pitches  the  garland  into  the  sacrificial  pit,  then  lifts 
another  one  from  his  neck.) 
This  be  ambition;  how  its  roses  flamed 
Ere  Ug's  foul  breath  turned  every  petal  sere! 

[38] 


THE    FALL    OF    UG 

(H*  dings  the  garland  into  thg  pit  9mi  Hfts  o§  aucth^r,) 

Till*    }*c    svkrrt    clKirifv  :    it    yk.t\    a    Tuhe 


tnatn. 


(Hf  flings  the  ffartand  mto  Ik4  ^t  and  lifts  Ih4  rewiaiiHmt 

four  from  hu  neck.) 
Fiir  hope  wai  this ;  a  lily  ttung  by  frott : 
This  truthfiilnrftt.  this  pride,  this  loyalty. 
I'g't  fetid  touch  blatti  all  their  purity. 

(Hf  fitngs  all  the  garlands  into  the  pit,  then  tears  off  his 
uhitf  robe,  standimg  nude  but  for  a  breech  cloth  and 
sandaU  ) 
This  Karment  be  outrageous  joy  of  life, 
.\  nuKking  pretense  that  enfolds  all  men. 
Vet  at  the  first  rude  plucking  rends  apart 
(Rending  the  robe  he  throws  it  aside.) 
And  leaves  us  naked  to  such  foe  as  Ug! 

The  High  Puist: 

We  wait  with  ready  sacrifice  that  Ug 

May  speak  his  promise  of  a  blood-red  dawn. 

The  Young  Piiest: 

Pray  let  the  Patriarch  recall  his  tale: 
Mayhap  he  will  pronounce  the  season  come 
When  red  dawn  shall  be  swallowed  up  by  white 
In  token  that  Ug's  day  at  last  be  done. 

(While  speaking  the  Young  Priest  has  advanced  to  the 
Prince,  though  looking  at  and  imploring  the  Patriarch, 
who  motes  his  head  doubtfully.  The  High  Priest  seises 
the  Young  Priest  and  hurls  him  to  the  ground  at  one 
side.  The  High  Priest  lifts  his  hands  and  all  but  the 
Prince  fall  upon  their  faces.  At  length  the  face  of  the 
colossus  begins  to  glow  with  red.) 

The  High  Puest: 

Red  dawo  is  night.   Ug  calls  for  sacrifice! 
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(Priests  and  others  seise  the  Prince  and  lift  his  naked  form 
above  their  heads  pref>aratory  to  easting  it  upon  the  out- 
stretched palms  of  Vg,  from  xvhich  it  will  drop  into  the 
pit  of  flame.  At  this  moment  Trip's  pipe  is  heard  loudly 
rippling  some^chere  close  at  hand.  The  sound  startles 
the  Prince  and  arouses  him  to  desperate  action.  He 
struggles  out  of  the  hands  of  the  Priests,  springs  to  the 
top  of  a  rock  and  with  his  back  to  the  colossus,  raises 
his  arms  to  Heaven.) 

The  Prince: 

O  God  of  Truth,  where  point  the  redwood  hands. 

Thy  promise  be  established  now  in  me ! 

Thy  kingdom  comes;  Thy  thunders  vanquish  Fear; 

Thy  will  is  done;  Thy  lightnings  rend  Fear's  form; 

Thy  word  unbars  the  path  that  leads  to  Thee ; 

Thy  crystal  dawn  enwraps  the  reborn  world. 

And  lights  men's  famished  eyes  to  know  Thy  face! 

(The  Priests  appear  to  be  frantic  in  their  anger  and  de- 
spair, but  the  Prince's  attitude  of  comtnanding  faith  makes 
them  afraid  to  lay  hand  upon  him.  As  the  Prince  re- 
mains ivith  arms  uplifted,  thunder  is  heard.  The  stage 
grows  dark.  The  thunder  culminates  in  a  cannon-like 
detonation.  Lightning  flashes  and  rends  the  colossus. 
In  the  noise  and  mystery  of  a  convulsion,  Ug  is 
dimly  seen  to  shrivel  and  go  doivn  into  utter  nothing- 
ness. With  the  settling  of  the  dust  quiet  ensues  and  the 
white  road  is  seen  to  be  complete  across  the  spot  where 
once  Ug  sat.  Growing  light  reveals  the  path  leading  up 
the  hillside.  Celestial  beings  are  seen  to  beckon  and  to 
sweep  dozvnward  toward  the  company  of  people.  The 
latter  lift  their  arms  in  gladness  and,  led  by  the  Prince, 
commence  to  climb  upward.  As  they  pass  over  L^g's  for- 
mer seat  they  begin  to  sing  a  world  hymn  of  rejoicing. 
The  chorus  is  caught  up  by  many  unseen  choirs  in  re- 
mote places  until  all  the  world  seems  to  be  voicing  its 
rapture.) 
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THE   WORLD   HYMN 

The    I-ord    fi\.i(fr    tlir    rartli    .ifi<l    thr    fii' 

I  hr 

It. 
Mr   >; 

l'r«»iu    the    . 
lie  liM>kc<|  on  : 

ihr   hilltops    111 
let  the  H^MxU  clap  '  .vindf  »hout  their 

praise . 

Let  the  mouiitair                v  and  be  furled; 
The  Lord  fr<»m  Hi-  • '- '?h  come; 

\\i>  liKhtnitiK^  n  !(!. 

'I  he  Ko«!s  i.t  f»i.-  II,'     ,  -lay; 

The  MI  :   l^ir<l  full  arrayed: 

The  l-x»r<l  \oice.  let  the  nations  be  dumb  — 

"Lo.  man  in  mine  imaKe  i%  made: 
'"IXiminion  Iv  ht«;  rnrr  mrth  and  himself: 

"The  f  -c  shall  hind. 

"When  i>t :  lit  fear  from  my  son, 

"l>o,  in  him  be  ihc  laUiulc  mind!" 

lx*t  all  the  nations 

And  all  the  peoples 

Rejoice 

And  be  glad 

Rejoice,  rejoice,  rejoice,  rejoice,  etc. 
f  Thf  last  itfiH  impuUf  of  falUn  Ug  is  sern  in  thr  occur- 
rcnce  of  his  red  dawn.  The  red  illMmitiatiun  seems  for 
a  brief  space  to  drite  Ug's  colorful  suggestion  into  all 
the  earth,  but  meaning  and  motive  hate  gone,  and  pres- 
ently a  nrw  and  strange  sul'  r,-ps  into  the  break- 
ing of  the  day.  To  men's  u  -.ed  eyes  the  notel 
rays  at  first  are  jc'  '  *  :,r.ome  and  stoai- 
low  up  the  old  wu  :  a  seen  that  tht 
promise  is  indeed  ■  'y^toi  juicn  is  com*  to 
entvrap  the  hearts  red  from  Ug  in  name- 
less glory  and  in  i  • ,. ; 
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After  close  ttndy  of  the  pla^  I  retliicd  the  fict  that  Ug 
could  cUtm  no  tingle  country  tt  hit  own,  but  that  hit  awful  power 
held  the  world  and  dominated  all  nadocii*  savage  and  civilized, 
alike  Conacqncntlv  in  my  ooncepcion  of  the  matte  I  have  not  ad- 
hered to  amr  om  toroi,  atvle  or  tdiool;  on  the  cootrary,  I  have 
written  **wHli  a  free  hand,  bmldiic  theoretical  relet  at  my  pleat- 
ure  tn  order  to  ^et  roott  thOfOBglltr  into  the  atmotphere  of  Mr. 
Steele'*  book.  Swce  Ug  dflwUimet  the  heartt  of  all  the  charac- 
tert.  Ug  mutt  have  ta  imnrfitilniMe  awl  powerful  motif  which 
rings  out  in  commanding,  awe-intpiring  tonet  at  all  timet.  It 
mutt  be  ever  in  the  ear  at  well  at  m  the  mind  and  heart;  hence 
I  have  chosen  this  a<k  the  Vk  theme  or  motif: 


It  it  used  in  many  formt  and  developmentt.  It  it  heard  at  the 
beginning  of  the  rrelude,  being  announced  by  the  entire  brats 
choir;  again  it  proclaims  its  glor>'  and  power  when  the  world 
gathers  before  the  colotsus  to  do  homage,  this  wild  harmoniza- 
tion introducing  the  entrance  of  the  clans: 


In  the  Song  of  Ug  the  motif  frequently  appnrt  in  the  ac- 

companinunt  ol  the  song,  while  the  chorus  uses  it  in  iiill  another 
form: 

I  43  I 


SYNOPSIS  OF  THE  MUSIC 


Thus  the  motif  appears  and  reappears,  sometimes  in  warning 
and  again  in  jealous  frenzy,  as  though  Ug  himself  feared  that  the 
truth  might  be  learned  by  his  slaves  and  his  power  lost  for  all  time. 

In  the  Prelude,  after  the  triumphant  declaration  of  the  Ug 
motif,  the  atmosphere  changes  to  one  of  calm,  in  a  short  episode 
sung  by  three  French  horns: 


In  this  is  denoted  the  natural  peace  and  calm  of  the  Grove. 
Through  it  is  heard  a  mournful  voice  (the  Cor  Anglais)  pleading 
with  broken  heart  for  recognition.  It  is  the  voice  of  Truth  beg- 
ging that  it  be  listened  to  and  heeded,  but  no  one  and  no  thing 
pays  attention  to  it  save  only  the  evening  breeze  that  seems  to 
follow  the  mournful  strain  in  its  wanderings,  looking  for  a  mind 
or  heart  to  receive  it. 
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The  voice  hopes  and  truttt  that  it  will  find  lodgment   (ai  it 

<•' •"'   ••--'    Hecame  it  kno^-  •» •— — «•  --...- 


<*nfth.  fflonr  a 
s  Jitv  vnntihe^ 


•  CUglUMtl 

c'^;  and  tt 
fore  the  gionout,  overwhelming  motif  of 

1       ^       ,      .    ^*^ 


tall 

be- 


X 


.nlrlnri'A^    th<>    lrsnc<ti/tn    (re\fw% 


aftc 

^ccn<    ,  ,    :    ;  .  .  .    _  l    _,; 

a  shon  daei  between  a  tlate  and  piccolo,  the  theme  being  aa 
follows : 

The  next  number  of  importance  it  the  entrance  of  the  groups. 
In  this  we  have  first  the  motif  of  the  Husbandmen  (tenors)  : 


|fe 


Next  is  the  motif  of  the  Huntsmen  (first  basses) : 


The  Shepherds  (second  tenon)  follow,  their  song  being  ac- 
companied by  the  pastoral  music  of  the  pipes : 
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Last  of  the  groups  come  the  warriors  (second  basses) 


Then  comes  an  ensemble  of  all  the  groups,  with  the  Ug  motif 
dominating. 

The  Dance  of  the  Fanatics  is  a  wild,  weird  motif,  purely 
suggestive  of  a  barbaric  religious  frenzy. 

In  the  Drinking  Song  of  the  Jester,  the  motif  of  the  refrain 
is  the  same  in  each  occurrence,  while  the  verses  themselves  are 
foreign  to  each  other.   This  is  the  motif  of  the  refrain : 


r   r   f    .    < 

A4=-^-f— ^'       '       i       Ml        :      S.     ir     III     f^^t=^ 

^       -JT- 

j^^tLJUx    iL 

fr^^    /^  ye^  ./^^ 

The  distracted  young  Prince,  left  alone  before  Ug  to  whom 
he  is  soon  to  be  sacrificed,  dares  Ug  to  meet  him  in  combat: 
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Getting  no  rrsponftc.  the  Prince  appeali  in  another  manner.  He 
bcffi  Vg  to  swear  that  hit  death  shall  be  the  latt  iacrifice  de- 
manded, whereupon  the  Prince  will  gladly  leap  into  the  flame: 


n? — = — V — ""^ 



♦ 

r-if : 

1—4 W ^ IE 

•  ''^ 

*J    ^r  I 

7-*""f 

[471 


SYNOPSIS  OF  THE  MUSIC 

Receiving  no  reply,  the  Prince  turns  away  in  despair  and  dis- 
covers the  trees.  He  looks  at  their  upward  pointing  shafts,  and 
it  is  during  his  appeal  to  them  that  wc  hear  once  more  the  mourn- 
ful, earnest  appeal  of  the  motif  of  Truth,  beseeching  the  Prince 
to  heed  it: 


Trip's  joyous  motif  is  suddenly   heard  again,  before  he   re- 
veals himself  to  the  Prince : 
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Nrxt.  the  call  ^  heard.   Then  the  (airict  appear 

ami  tl.iiM  r  ait.l  gr  jhr..tigh  the  air  on  tilkm  wfn£* 

The  Irti.l  (»t.  ■   -  mttftkal 

thr  (light  to  for  the  L. 

1  thruutfh  tlu:  dance  bird*  mc  ttcard  calliiiff  a»  tl  ex- 
..  their  approval: 


m^l'-K* 


I  '  •.  which  i»  the  next  number  of  musical  importance, 

is  .1:  1  by  the  timpani  in  solemn,  measured  tone  as  the 

Prince  i»  being  prepared  for  hit  death.   The  voices  of  two  bat* 
soons  add  greater  color  of  sadness : 
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While  the  Prince  is  in  the  depths  of  despair,  the  Truth  motif 
i*  again  heard  begging  for  recognition.  The  youth  seems  to  feel 
its  unknown  strength  and  influence.  The  Priests  arc  seized  with 
fear  as  the  Prince  lifts  his  voice  in  prayerful  declaration.  Thun- 
der and  lightning  ensue.  As  Ug  is  demolished,  the  Truth  motif 
rings  up  triumphantly.  Light,  Truth's  counterpart,  floods  the  place 
where  once  darkness  reigned,  and  the  Worid  Hymn  of  rejoicing 
is  heard: 


Jt^ 

^^.  ^ 

1       1— — > 

^^C^  /t 

^f 

-^ 

.4  A.^ 

•^  M.  J — 

^      r?     iL   !    »       1     liL.-,-     '.    tk. 

\     { 

i     1' 

— -i  ^  ' 

^ 

S?^ 

^WX 

The  motif  of  Truth  sings  on  in  overwhelming  majesty.    Fear 
is  vanquished.  a 

HERMAN  PERLET. 
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